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My own quiet corner of the world,
my solace
my contentment
my brother by my side





felt he must know more
even when he didn't
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but together we foraged
eyes turned wonderingly upward
then downward
his steps were quiet on the earth
in his soft leather shoes
mine were louder
my hard soles disrupted
the quiet of the delicate calm
"Are we on a path?" I said.




both led by wonders yet ahead
we found pine needles
now ever brown
and shuffled through remains
of leaves long fallen --
a little spongy now
and small white butterflies
told little stories
of life as part of the breeze






in the rocks of the stream
tiny sparkling bits underneath
















more legs than anything would ever
need legs
in the midst of the quiet
to lift just one rock
began tremors of activity
disrupted whole ways of life
with giant hands as homewreckers
"What do they eat?" I asked.
"Each other," he answered.
"Oh."
I smiled when I looked at my shoes
















"I can't wait to take all of this home with me,"
I said.
"You can't take a forest home with you, dummy,"
he said.
I didn't think he knew so very much after all.
